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Gray House 


" at the End of the Lane 
y by HizebethE Pettinder. 


Chapter XIII. 


>> IUMMER days had passed into Fall, and Fall into Winter, 
S and now the little gray house at the end of the lane had 
lost the greenness of its vines, the gayety of its flowers, and 
stood within deserted garden walks, beneath dripping leaf- 
less trees. The mist, as gray as the house, moved along 
i“ ——J| the river banks and drifted up the mountain sides higher 
and higher, clothing the forest trees with ghost-like garments. The 
clouds of mist were soft and warm and gray, and the sky was like the 
mist-clouds, and the woods and river and mountains were like the sky, 
—gray and ghost-like. It was silent, oh! so silent in that outside win- 
ter world. Not a sound that was not muffled in banks of mist; even the 
winter birds were tucked away among the evergreen een wae and re- 
fused to unruffle their feathers and call to their fellows. Winter had 
entered into the Silence to make ready for the advent of Spring, and 
Nature seemed at prayers. From this grayness would come the gor- 
geousness of leaf and flower, from this Silence would spring the Har- 
mony of the Seasons! 

But inside the little gray house at the end of the lane, nothing was 
gray, nothing was silent. Color and movement, voices, merriment, 
music and song and happy laughter! A thousand candles twinkled 
and danced among the overladen boughs of a sparkling, glittering 
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Christmas tree. The boys and girls of Fay’s bird club were there, 
their faces agleam with joy. Old John was busy adding more logs to 
the cracking, snapping fireplace, while good Mrs. John, comfortably 
ensconced in an old fashioned rocker, cracked the hard black walnuts 


until a great basket of goodies stood on the hearth for eran cared 
to partake. 

Mary was curled in a corner of the big couch, juaih as usual, her 
nose was buried deep in the pages of a story book. Lore sat in the 
opposite corner with a new Christmas volume in his hands, but his 
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eyes were on the tree with its thousand candles; the story he read there 
seemed more interesting than any printed tale. Bill and Reddy were in 
shrieks of delight over Party who had learned to dance on his hind legs 
while dressed in one of Pat’s doll dresses, and the dog was performing 
with as much satisfaction to himself as to the boys. Pat was playing 
the new player-piano with all her strength, and at the top of her voice 
singing the words of the ragtime song as they unrolled before her eyes. 
That particular record had been her present to Fay, and Pat was more 
than pleased with the result of her selection, for she sang it over and 
5 gy of time and out of tune, but with ever-pleasing effect upon 
erself. 

Fay was beautiful tonight, in a gown of satin, soft and gray as 
the mist outside, but shimmering and sparkling in its folds of lustrous 
shadows and shades. Her golden hair (red, Pat called it). was 
wound in some unusual fashion about her head like a crown, and her 
eyes were so bright and her cheeks so pink and her voice had such a 
strangely happy note, that somehow she seemed different. Always 
lovely, always happy, yet tonight there was a difference, and the 
children felt but did not understand the reason. Pat alone seemed to 
divine the cause, and now and again would turn her head from the 
music roll to watch the front door. 

***Aint Miss Fay a peach tonight?” Lore whispered across the 
couch to Mary. “‘S’pose it’s because she’s glad you and Pat are going 
to live here with her? Gee, you’re lucky—wish’t I was you! That is, 
I wish’t I could live here if my mother wasn’t such a good one, but | 
wouldn’t like to leave her.” 

““My mother’s just as good as yours, Mr. Lore!”’ retorted Mary 
with spirit. “And I’m not glad she’s gone away, but I’m glad if she 
had to go, Pat and I could live with Miss Fay. Mummy’! be gone 
one whole year, and of course Miss Fay’s gladder ’an anything we're 
going to live with her.” Once more Mary’s nose was in the book and 
she was lost to the world. 

Pat rewound the “jazzy”’ roll and started in all over again. Bill 
and Reddy tried a new dress on Party and shouted with delight over 
the effect. Lore stood up and stretched himself before the fire; then he 
joined Pat at the piano, and soon his lusty tones mingled with hers in 
harmonious discords; but the noise was all that could be desired! 

Out of the gray and quiet night with its mist and silence, into this 
merry, noisy group, came the “big soldier brother.” His knock was 
not heard, so he entered unannounced and stood in the doorway view- 
ing the happy scene. A smile was on his lips but there was in his eyes 
that serious, earnest look which we see in the eyes of those who have 
fought with sterner foes than a foreign enemy, and with weapons more 
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subtle than gun or sword. Straight and tall he stood, good to look 


upon in the uniform we all love and honor. In his hands he held a 
great bunch of roses and under his arm he carried a box of candy 
almost as big as Miss Fay herself! 

The flaming light of the fireplace cast his tall dancing shadow 
across the wall, and Fay, turning from her contemplation of the Christ- 
mas tree, started with a little cry of alarm when the dark figure cast its 
shadow over her. Then she laughed, her own merry laugh, and held 
out both hands to him in welcome. “Oh! you big soldier-man; you're 
always casting such big ugly shadows in this room! But then”— 
with a sly glance at Pat—‘“‘who’s afraid of shadows!” Pat alone 
understood, and the two girls laughed as though something very funny 
had been said, while the rest of the party looked bewildered. 

So the gray night full of promise and mystery, and pregnant with 
the hope of the future, came down to bid farewell to the gray day 
slipping into the land of yesterdays. The mist so warm and soft crept 
through the valley and up the mountain sides, draping the evergreens 
in mantles of ghostly outline, the little gray house at the end of the lane 
was filled with music and laughter and happy faces, while in the old 
garden down underneath the sodden ground the purple heartsease 
listened for the call of Spring. 

(End of Part One.) 


STRANGE LANDS 
Where do you come from, Mr. Jay? 
“From the land of Play, from the land of Play.” 
And where can that be, Mr. Jay? 
“Far away—far away.” 

Where do you come from, Mrs. Dove? — 
‘From the land of Love, from the land of Love.” 
And how do you get there, Mrs. Dove? 

“‘Look above—look above.” 
Where do you come from, Baby Miss? 
“From the land of Bliss, from the land of Bliss.” 
And what is the way there, Baby Miss? 

““Mother’s kiss—mother’s kiss.” 

—Laurence Alma Tadema. 


“The Promise Girl” is the name of a new serial story. to appear 
in Wee Wisdom. The first chapter will be given in our September 
number. You will be interested in Mrs. Cary and her shop, in the 


man who plays the violin, in Mother Love, and above all, in the 


Promies and what they do for Margaret, who is the “Promise Girl.”” 
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IHAT do you say to taking a trip into our own homes this 
month >” 

““What-do you mean, Peter Pan?’ comes from thou- 
sands of Wee Wisdom readers. 

“That is just what I mean. Suppose you take a trip 
| into your own home, and I into my home.” 

“But that is a funny idea,” I hear you all say again. 

“Yes, at first it may seem like a peculiar idea, but that is just what 
I mean, and I'll venture to say that it will be one of the most interest- 
ing trips we have taken.” 

“But, Peter Pan, we have all been in our own homes and we 
know all about what is there.” 

““Well, we will see about that. Once I knew a man who lived in 
a very wonderful place and never knew how wonderful it was. One 
time a hunter passed through the grounds and saw their beauty. He 
finally bought the place and fixed it up for a summer resort, and people 
came from all over the country because it was so delightful, with beau- 
tiful scenery, springs, rocks, hills, trees and flowers. 

“‘Sometimes I think we are quite like the man who first owned the 
beautiful place. He just overlooked the many things right around him 
and did not appreciate them. When we see things every day they 
may become common to us, and we then no longer appreciate them. 

“‘Have you ever noticed how others appreciate coming to your 
homes and how they enjoy all the things there? That shows that 
our homes are interesting, and now we are going to find out how very 
interesting they are. At least there are some interesting things in every 
home, and sometimes these have real stories connected with them. 
When I see interesting things I like to know their stories, and if I do 
not hear the regular story I sometimes make up one. That is a lot of 
fun. Just try it with some of the things in. your own home, and you 
will soon find out what a fairy-like place you live in. 
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“In one home I saw a bronze eagle. It had been in that home so 
long the people scarcely knew it was there. But when I first saw it I 
was interested. I studied it for a long time. They told me how many 
years they had had it, who made it, in what country it was made, and 
all that they knew about it. But there was a story forming in my 


mind that was much more interesting than the one they told, and this . 


story grew each time I saw the eagle and each time | thought of it. 

“At first the eagle reminded me of myself, because I loved the 
freedom which the eagle loves. I wanted to fly, just as the real eagle 
does. ' But the more I thought of and watched this bronze eagle which 
could not even move, the more I began to learn that freedom is not in 
flying nor in running around, nor even in being out of the house. Here 
was a cold piece of bronze shaped to look like an eagle, and right 
there, without moving, it expressed all the freedom, strength and power 
that you could imagine in a real eagle. So I learned that it is just as 
possible to express all there is in me right where I am as it would be 
possible for me to express were I soaring around in the clouds or 
wandering through the woods. Of course I am not saying that one 
should stay at home all the time and never fly and run. Oh, no! I 
believe we should do these things. But let’s remember-we can be just 
as happy and just as free and radiant when we are at home, and even 
if we are sitting still. Even a bronze eagle can do that, so I am sure 
that a real live boy or girl could do a much better job of it.” 

j “But, Peter Pan, I haven’t anything like that in my home,” says 
oe. 

“Yes, I know; but you have something else equally interesting, 
haven’t you?” 

“T don’t think so.” 

“Well, what do you have>” 

**Just chairs and tables and dishes and,—” 

“Hold on, there; you will name too many, and we won’t have 
time to talk about all the interesting things.” 

“Chairs and tables and dishes aren’t interesting, are they >” 

“To be sure, they are. Why, just an old plain white poe 
with the handle broken off, is interesting.’ 

“Ho, ho, Peter Pan, you are joking with us, now!” 

“Do you think so? Well, let’s see. I was going to tell you 
about the chair or table, but will leave them for you to study. I guess 
we will talk about the broken pitcher. 

“In England and in China,—in fact, in most countries of the 
world—there are great deposits of a certain kind of white clay. I 
know of one down near Nashville, Tennessee. I had some of this 
clay sent to me one time, and I had a lot of fun with it. The white 
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clay is first ground up real fine and mixed with water, forming a thin 
paste. This thin paste is poured into a plaster of Paris mold, each 
half of which looks like this 3" 
When these two halves are together it 
leaves a hollow place inside, just the 
shape of a pitcher. The thin paste is 
poured into this mold and allowed to 
stand for a time. Gradually the paste 
next to the mold begins to dry. Pretty 
soon there is a layer of the dry, hard 
paste, clear around the inside of the 
mold, but the inside of the clay is still 
wet and soft. Then the thin part is 
poured out, leaving a regular pitcher 
inside the mold. Next the mold is 
taken off and there is the pitcher. To 
make this pitcher harder and whiter it is baked we a long time. 

“There is much more of interest to tell about this old pitcher, but 
our space is nearly full; so we must close for this time. There is some- 
thing else I must say first, though, and this is it: There is something 
in our minds quite like the white clay of which pitchers are made. 
There is also something like the mold in which the pitcher is made, and 
that mold is our thought. Just think of it, we are a regular manufac- 
turing institution all by ourselves! When this white substance is 
poured into our thoughts, it forms cells in our body. By our constant 
thinking we are making more and more cells. These cells are like the 
thought, just as the pitcher is like the one in the mold; so if we want 
to make our bodies beautiful, healthy and strong, we must keep the 
little thought molds perfect all the time. 

“This kind of clay of which we make our bodies, i is the substance . 
which God gives us, and we should be sure to form it in the way he 
would like it formed. He wants it to be radiant, perfect and whole, 
just as you want to be perfect in every way.’ 


PLAY-TIME 


The world’s a very happy place, 
Where every child should dance and sing, 
And always have a smiling face, 


And never sulk for anything. 
—Gabriel Setoun. 
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Malone Hobson. 


An Allegory 


]T HAS been told many times in many lands, this quaint 
old legend of the Three Travelers along Life’s High 
Road, who met one day under a tree. Atnd so vital is the 
5 8 || great truth it contains, that it is ever new, and with each 
(ta) re-telling or re-reading, we find its mighty message stand- 
[L<2 21} ing out still more clearly. 

- As the old story goes, Three Travelers were one day toiling 
wearily along Life’s dusty road, struggling to reach the distant moun- 
tain top where they would find rest, for awhile, at least. 

They were aged men, all three of them, bent and gray and heav- 
ily ladened, for each man bore across his shoulder two huge sacks, one 
swung in front of him hanging almost to his feet, the other on his back. 

The Three Travelers paused under a big oak tree beside the 
dusty road, to rest a moment, and drink from a clear, little spring that 
sparkled close by. 

““Thou seemest very weary, brother,” said the First Traveler, 
whose rosy cheeks and clear, bright eyes were in startling contrast to 
his snow-white hair and beard. 

““The way is long, and the road rocky and steep!” croaked the 
Second Traveler, bending wearily beneath the weight of the two great 
sacks he carried. They were both almost full, and the old man 
staggered as he went to rest against the trunk of the oak tree. 

““The way is truly long and rocky and steep, brother,” said the 
Third Traveler, sighing wearily as he sank down in the grass, clinging 
fast to the two sacks he carried. ‘And had it not been for the deep 
joy I find in looking through the contents of my burden, I do not see 
how I could have made that last half mile!”” A smile of satisfaction 
crossed his dreary old face, and malice looked forth from his eyes 
with no effort at concealment. 


**And what is thy burden, brother >” asked the apple-cheeked old 
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man who had arrived first. “‘As we all three bear burdens, it might ° 
lighten our hearts to talk them over together. Sympathy often puts 
springs under a weary one’s heels.” And kindly interest beamed from 
his clear eyes, as he looked at his two companiohs. 

“There never was a more interesting sack than the one I bear!” 
croaked the Third Traveler, reaching down into his burden and stir- 
ring its contents lovingly with his hand. “You see in this sack, right 
here before me, where I can always see it, I put every single evil deed 
that people I know, do! It is wonderful—wonderful, how many I 
find in a day, and how fast they grow after I drop them into my sack! 
Every time I take them out to look at them, I find that they have in- 
creased in size wonderfully. Why they even grow if I but reach in 
the sack and turn them over for my own satisfaction, without lifting 
them out where all who look may see. 

“The sack I carry on my back is really nothing very much. I 
brought it along to drop into it the good deeds that my friends do. | 
have about forgotten that it is there, for I am so busy seeing the evil 
they do that I seldom have time to discover their kind acts, and their 
brave, good deeds. When I do happen to run into some, though, I 
just throw them in, and as the sack is behind my back, why, I very soon 
forget all about it. My burden is a heavy one, but I love it! It is a 
joy to see how much more evil my friends are than 1 am. The things 
that they do make me feel that in good truth, I am a most holy man!” 

The First Traveler leaned on his long staff, looking thoughtfully 
at the second man, who was nodding his white head and chuckling to 
himself. “And thou, brother? It is a full sack that thou bearest, and 
its contents seem to please thee well. Walt thou tell us of thy burden >?” 

The Second Traveler nodded his head faster, and the smile on 
his face grew wider. “I .am not like you foolish fellow,” quoth he, 
pointing his knotted finger at the Third Traveler. “‘Never would I 
be so unwise as to bother with other people’s affairs one second! 
Never! It takes all my time to look after my own. In this big sack in 
front of me I put all of my own good deeds, and every little while I 
go through them so I will not forget even one that is there. Each time 
I turn them over they grow bigger and bigger, in the most astonishing 
fashion. See that bit of dry bread? I gave that to a beggar boy to- 
day, and by the time I have turned it over a few more times it will be a 
whole loaf. The bigger it gets the better I will feel, for there is 
nothing that makes a man feel so well satisfied as to sit and look at his 
own good deeds! 

“In the sack behind me I drop the little misdeeds of my own, so 
I cannot see them. As they are behind me where I can not even look 
at them, it is very easy to soon forget all about them.” With a well 
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pleased smile, the Second Traveler lifted the crust of bread and placed 
it on the very top of the load in the front sack. 

‘And thy burden, brother>’”’ asked the Third Traveler, of the 
rosy old man leaning on the staff. “Thy front sack seems to be well 
filled, but the one slung on thy back looks limp enough to be empty. 
Tell:us of thy burdens.” 

A laugh, so merry and contagious that both the other old men 
were compelled to smile in sympathy, rang out from the lips of the 
First Traveler. The smiles and the beams ran crisscross all over his 
face, and he patted the bulging sack that came to his toes, with af- 
fectionate fingers. “This is a magic sack,” said he, nodding his white 
head. “In fact, so wonderful is it, that the bigger it gets the lighter it 
becomes, and whenever I am the least bit tired, if I but look in it long 
enough, all my weariness flies away and I feel as if I, too, could fly! 
It is a joy-sack, brothers—full to the very brim, and running over with 
—the good deeds of all the people | meet! Ah, but there are many 
of them—so many of them, that they keep me busy all the time! But 
strange to say, the more of them I toss into my front sack, the more 
room there seems to be and the more splendid the things that I see 
people do! It is indeed a wonder-sack, and one good look into it will 
make me feel anew how good God is—how full the old world is of 
his love, after all, if we but try to see_it.” 

The Second and the Third Travelers sniffed slightly as the first 
old man paused to look down at his burden with a beaming smile. 
“‘Ah, but thou shouldest just try mine for one day!” said the Second. 

“One hour with mine would make thee long to bear it always!” 
croaked the Third. 

A sudden deep seriousness crossed the bright face of the First 
Traveler. ‘I bore them both—the two that ye carry—long ago,” 
said he. ‘And brothers, they grew so big that they shut out from me 
the very love of God itself, his most priceless gift to men! I was so 
bowed beneath the weight of those sacks that I could not look up long 
enough to see that the sky was blue, or that the sun shone! And then, 
by the very love that God gave me, did I throw my burdens aside, and 
take the sacks I now bear, both of which grow lighter the nearer I 
come to yonder mountain top, where I hope to rest for awhile.” 

Again the Second and the Third Travelers sniffed. “‘And what 
might it be that thou hast in the sack hanging down thy back?” they 
asked in chorus, as the First Traveler settled his burdens and started 
with a light step towards the dusty road, to resume his journey. 

“That one?’ he chuckled glancing over his shoulder. ““Why, 
brothers, in that sack I toss all the evil I hear of people. I cut the bot- 
tom out of the sack so it would spill straight through without staying 
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near me for even a second. And it has gotten so that even as I toss 
things in, I forget them, and as they cannot linger, why they very 
soon cease to exist. God be with ye both!” 

With a steady step and head erect, the First Traveler stepped out 
into the dusty road and started towards the mountain top. 

The Second and the Third Travelers hesitated a few moments 
near the spring, then each adjusted his burden with a groan, bent his 
face towards the earth, and with lagging feet passed also out in the 
dust of Life’s High Road. 


When morning comes skipping, 
When morning comes tripping, 


Over the mossy lea; 
Singing a song of gladness, 
Cheering this world of sadness, 
Kissing each flower and tree; 
Dancing o’er the vernal heath, 
Playing with sunbeams bright, 
Frolicking like a happy child, 
Running on tip-toe light; 
Soaring birds are on the wing, 
Climbing skyward as they sing; 
Rosebuds bent with dewy spray, 


Greet the radiant, opening day. 
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-——— NE OF the first words that we learned to know, was love. 
When we were tiny babes, Mother held us close in her 
arms and said, “I love you.” And long, long before we 
could remember, long before we became babes, Mother’s 
heart called to us, over and over again, “I love you! I 
(L—=__¥)} love you!”” Then, when we had heard her sweet love call, 
God let us come to be her little boy or girl. 

One of the first words that we learned to say, was love. When 
we grew from tiny babes into larger ones, Mother or Father, perhaps 
Sister or Brother, would ask, “Sweetheart, whom do you love>”” And 
we, although too new to this world to understand much about it, knew 
enough of the greatest truth of life to answer, “I love you.” 

Jesus said that God is love. So when we speak or think of love, 
we are speaking or thinking another name for God. When we say 
that we love every one we mean that we are letting God love every one 
through us. When we were little, just learning to hold a pencil, those 
who loved us very much held our hands, and wrote our names. Then 
they proudly showed the names, to let others see how well we could 
write! That is like the way in which God loves through us. We say 
that we love the good, but we are really letting God love through us, 
like the way in which the larger person wrote by holding our hands. 

- We love God because he is Love. That is another way of say- 
ing that we love Love. We love God because he gives us every good 
and beautiful thing that we have. Life and health are forms of God’s 
love for every one. 

We love life, for it is God making himself known to us through a 
body to keep pure and beautiful, and through a mind for thinking. 

We love the light, because it is a symbol of God’s mind thinking 
in us. 

We love our friends, because they love us and will do us any 
good that they can. 

We love our fathers and our mothers, because they are always 
good to us. They make a home for us. They prepare our food and 
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our clothing. They teach us how to walk, to talk, to think. They 
show us how to live wisely. 

We love those who do not seem to have any one to love them, 
for in this way we let God love through us as he desires to love. 

We love our pets, because in caring for them we learn how to be 
patient and kind. 

Parents, brothers, sisters, friends, homes, pets, are God's love 
coming to us in these different ways. We love them for the love and 
tenderness and kindness which they show us; and we love them for 
the love and tenderness and kindness which we can show them. 

We love the goodness that is everywhere, for it keeps us in 
safety, night and day. 

We can keep ourselves in a loving way of living by saying, 

I love all the world, because God loves all the world. 

We can help others to be loving by thinking for them, 

You love all the world, because God loves all the world. 

| QUESTIONS 

What word is one of the first we learned to know and say ? 

What other name did Jesus give to God? 

When we say that we love every one, what do we mean? 

Tell how God loves through us. 

Why do we love God? 

Why do we love life? 

Why do we love light? 

Why do we love friends? 

Why do we love our fathers and our mothers? 

Why do we love those who do not seem to have any one to love 
them ? 

What do our pets teach us? 
Why do we love the goodness that is everywhere? 


THE LITTLE ELF 


I met a little Elf-man, once 
Down where the lilies blow. 
I asked him why he was so small 


And why he didn’t grow. 


He slightly frowned, and with his eye 
He looked me through and through. 
“T’m quite as big for me,” said he, 
““As you are big for you.” 


—John Kendrick Bangs. 


WEE WISDOM 
THE INDIAN LEGEND OF THE WATER-LILY 


Among the many stories of plant and animal life that have come 
down to us from the Indians who once peopled our land, there is none 
that children love better than that of the water-lily. ‘This legend goes 
back to a time when the world was said to be “filled with happy peo- 
ple.” All the tribes were at peace. There was neither drought nor 
famine. Winter and tempest were unknown. Day after day the 
sunlight lay, warm and golden, over all the land. 

In those happy days the Indians felt very near to the bright stars 
which nightly looked down upon them. - The simple-hearted warriors 
believed that the stars were the resting-places of their loved ones who 
had passed, through the door of death, to the land beyond. So when 
one night a star dropped from the clear sky to the earth only a little 
way from them, they listened with gladness to its voice. - 

“I have come to dwell among you,” the star said. “This I do 
because your hearts are pure, and you are both good and happy. 
Find for me a dwelling place where I can watch over you and delight 
in the games and gladness of your children.” 

With joy they welcomed the star. One bade her dwell high in 
the mountain. 

“That is too far away. I must be near you.” 

Another told her of a quiet nook in the forest where the wind 
sang all day among the pines. The star would not go there, for fear 
of being lonely. A maiden begged her to make her home in the heart 
of a white rose, but she said the rose’s petals would shut the wanderer 
from the sky away from the sight of her new friends. 

. The homes of the Indians were on the bank of a beautiful stream. 
It was there that the star decided to live. The clear water mirrored 
the clouds, the trees dropped their branches down to touch the gleam- 
ing surface, the canoes glided from bank to bank, and there the chil- 
dren came to play. : 

It was night when the star went to her new home. When morn- 
ing came she had taken on a new form. She was a water lily—which 
the Indians call ““wahbegwounee”—with petals of snow and a heart 
of gold.—Hope Daring. 
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LITTLE THINGS 


Little deeds of kindness, 
Little words of love, 
Help to make earth happy 
Like the heaven above. 
—Julia Fletcher Carney. 


A-BOO 
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A handsome young giant was Bug-Bill-a-Boo, 
Athletic and hardy and straight as a Sioux. 


He lived on the prairie, a cabin his home 

Where wild ponies, coyotes, and antelopes roam}; 
Where loud sings the wind in a playful delight 
And Sweeps the fleet songsters in arrowy flight. 
The tall prairie grass waves in billowy line 

And silvery ripples flash in the sunshine. 


No neighbor had he, of man, woman, or child; 

His only companions the animals wild. 

But naught feared brave Bug-Bill amid the 
strange throng 

For the big and the little, the weak and the strong 

Were friends to the giant; there came to his hand _ 

The winged and the creeping, the fleet of the land. 
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No creature so fierce but it listened to hear 

The call of its tall friend in tones of good cheer. 

The shy and the fearful with courage would thrill 

When they caught the kind greetings of cheerful 
Bug-Bill. 


So gentle of speech, and so free with his smiles 
Was Bug-Bill-a-Boo, that for miles upon miles 
He met only pals as he ranged the wide plain 
As safe as a child in a briar rose lane. 


The gray wolf was his dog that followed along 
Where meadow larks trilled him their sweet 
morning song. 


He raced the fleet deer, and he beat him at that! 
The lynx from the canyon was his kitchen cat. 


The wolf and the lynx both would patiently wait 
While the cheerful Bob White ate the crumbs 
from his plate. 
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And never a growl in his home did he hear, 
Nor ever a snarl struck Bug-Bill-a-Boo's ear. 
So happy were all on the prairie's wide floor 
That never was known such a friendship before. 


From out the far mountain the great eagle came 
At the call of the giant pronouncing its name: 
“O, bird of the strong wing! none like you can go! 
Come hither, my White Cap, with head like the 
snow!" 

On and on through the air the swift pinions swept | 
Till the bird lit close by, and then boldly it stepped 
And lifted its proud head the kind hand to meet, 
Then rested content at Bug-Bill-a-Boo's feet. 


A monstrous young buffalo rode he at will 

Through warm summer days, over plain, vale, 
and hill; 

In the spring to the plow 

he hitched the huge beast 
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And turned the dark furrows from west and from 
east. 

The corn that grew high in Bug-Bill-a-Boo's field 

A harvest of ears long and golden would yield, 

Which fed both himself and his pet buffalo 

When the grass of the prairie was covered by 
snow. 


I could tell you much more of this kind giant's 
ways, 
How ween with goodness his nights and his 
ays, 
But sufficient this story to show you his heart 
Filled full, spilling over, with love's gentle art. 
And with me I| am sure you wil join ina wil 
To help the whole earth 
with such giants to fill. 


a 
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MAKING THE KIMONO— 


JE WILL make a kimono this month, because it will give us 


the opportunity to review some of the lessons we have al- 
ready learned. And also because Cheerful has a pretty 
kimono, and she wants every Sunbeam’s dolly to have one. 
The material we will use for this kimono is white with blue 


figures, and the trimming is blue silk. You may use any 


material that you have at hand. A piece of material seventeen inches 
long and ten inches wide is required to make a kimono for Cheerful. 
In the Christmas number of the Wee Wisdom, you were told how tall 
Cheerful is. It will be well for you to refer to that lesson, as it will 


help you to cut out a pattern the right size for your dolly. Remember! 
The pattern is first cut of paper and measured on your dolly to ascer- 
tain the right size. 
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Fold the material lengthwise, and lay the center front of the pat- 
tern on the fold; this will bring the center back to the fold also. Pin 
the pattern and the material together to keep them smooth and straight 
while cutting. After you have cut around the pattern, cut out the 
neck, then through the center front 
from the neck to the.lower edge. 
(Notice the directions given on the 
pattern. ) 

We will now refer to the Jan- 
uary lesson and refresh our minds 
as to cutting a true bias. Measure 
Wrong side the ends of the sleeves, the neck, 

facing. the two sides of the front, and the 
bottom. Add all this together and 


you will know how much bias strip you need to cut. For a garment the 
size of Cheerful’s, fifty inches of bias strip is needed for the trimming. 

We will begin by binding the sleeves. Pin the right side of the 
silk to the wrong side of the kimono. Baste a seam one quarter of an 
inch wide, then sew with a running stitch, taking a back stitch to keep 
the seam firm. 

Remove the basting and turn the bias over the seam to the right 
side of the garment, folding the raw edge under and basting directly 
over the row of stitching, then hem. Do the front and the bottom in 
the same way, but you must wait until the underarm seams are sewed 
before you can bind the bottom. 

The neck is faced. Pin the right side of the bias to the wrong 
side of the kimono, holding the kimono toward you. Baste a narrow 
seam, then sew. Turn the full 
width of the bias over to the right 
side of the kimono, and baste on ‘|’; 
the edge to keep the seam flat. 3 
(See the neck sketch number one 
in the February lesson.) Turn 
under raw edge and baste, then 
hem. 

The difference between a bind- 
ing and a facing is this: The bind- 
ing turns only half the width of the wo 
bias, and over the seam, leaving as much of the silk exposed to the 
wrong side as to the right side. The facing turns over on the seam, 
leaving none of the silk exposed to the wrong side. See the sketches. 
Place the notches of the underarm seams together, baste, then 
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sew in a French seam. Refer to the December number, page 16, and 
read about making a French seam. 

The kimono is now ready for the bottom binding. This is done 
in the same way as the sleeves and fronts. 


Sew ribbons at the neck to fasten the kimono together, and it is 
ready for your dolly to wear. 
Cheerful is going away again. She is to have another opportun- 


ity to sleep on the sleeping car, and to cross the Mississippi on the 
ferry boat, so she will wait until next month to tell of those things. She 
is very busy packing her trunk just now, and can only stop long enough 


to say good-by for this time, and God bless and keep you. 


THE ROAD TO FAIRYLAND 


Where is the road to fairyland? 
Where is the shortest way ? 

Come, let us ask the flowers all, 
And see what they have to say ? 


The little birds that sing so sweet 
Above us in the air, 

Will you kindly tell us where to go; 
They surely have been there. 


And then, perhaps, when we have found 
The queen, so kind and true, 
She’ll touch us with her little wand 
And make us fairies, too. —Selected. 


} \ 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


at a three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for M embership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 


date of issue. 
Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


San Francisco, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for a year. A while ago my 
time was up, but mother’s friend subscribed for me for another year’s stories 
and poems. I am sending a picture to you to show my appreciation. 
Yours truly, James Ruttensculter. 
P. S.—Will some of the Boosters write to me? My number is 1762, 
Pine Street. 


James sends us an interesting picture, for which we thank him. 
Marcus, Wash. 


‘Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just finished a story and am sending it to 
you. I hope you will like it and print it. I am always glad when the 


‘mail is out, for I am waiting for Wee Wisdom. Your loving Booster, 


Kenneth Granger. 
Kenneth’s story is being kept for our Birthday Wee Wisdom, 


which, as you all know, comes next month. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dearest Wees and Royal—lI’ve just received Wee Wisdom and I 
long to read it, but I know that if I do I'll forget to write you in time for 
the next number. The weather is perfectly wonderful here now, and all 
the wild flowers are out. We are going to have an indoor field meet Friday 
night at the school house. We'll have contests for things, and ice cream 
and cake. We are planning picnics, also a play for graduation and an 
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outdoor field meet with races, etc. The sun is leaving our place and it 
means it is time to go for the milk. Oh! it is the most wonderful walk. We 
go through a darling redwood gate, up a wonderful path full of leaves 
with woodwordia ferns along the side. There are lovely, tall trees and 
underneath them grow lovely, soft green Miner’s Lettuce and “Stars of 
Bethlehem.” ‘Through this wood runs a beautiful creek, and there is near 
it a spring with the most wonderful tasting water. The man who owns 
the forest also has a place where lovely wild flowers grow, and there is one 
spot which I will call my garden. There I found four specimens which | 
had never seen before. Tonight we visited it and discovered a new bed of 
big, red, luscious, wild strawberries. It may seem to you that all this is 
improbable, but if I had an aeroplane I would fly to Kansas City and 
gather up all the Wees and bring them here to see for themselves that what 
I say is true. They also could walk up the creek, as I did the other day, 
and enjoy blistered feet; which makes it all the jollier. I must close now 


and go to dinner. With lots of love, Harriet Eells. 
This letter makes us feel that we have had a vacation. 
Akron, Ohio. 


. Dear Wee Wisdom—I am trying to solve the flower puzzle of the 
May number. I will write my suggested answers to each corresponding 
number. I hope all are correct and will patiently wait for the next Wee 
Wisdom to see if I have the right answer to each number. Here is a 
prayer that my sister and I say each night: “I am whole, perfect, strong, 
powerful, loving, harmonious and happy. Amen.” Good-by, from 

Viola Hinske. 
Viola’s letter was not used last month, because we found that all 
our Booster space was taken before we came to it. The prayer which 
she uses is strong and beautiful. _ It will do wonderful things for her 
and her sister. 
Denver, Col. 
_ Dear Boosters—I thought it about time to write you again. It is 
May, the flower month, at last. It is mixed with all the joys and beauty of 
spring. My friends and I have formed a Pollyanna Club. There are 
only three of us; Margaret B. Patten, Jane E. Grifin, and I. Yours 
with love, Marian Garwood. 
You've made a good beginning Marian, for there are three of you 
agreed upon making everybody happy and keeping so yourselves—and 
you know the promise about where two or three agreed upon any line 
of action. This letter is another “‘left over,’ but every one enjoys a 
left over, when it is as fresh and delightful as this! 


Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Wasn't I surprised when I saw my name in 
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print? I think it was the first time. I don’t subscribe to you, Wee Wis- 
dom, but a month never goes by without my reading your stories, and the 
first thing I turn the pages for is to read of the Booster Club. I must ex- 
plain why I don’t subscribe to you, Wee Wisdom. The club which 
Marion Fitzpatrick mentioned in one of her letters, subscribes for three 
magazines,— Wee Wisdom, Little Folks, and Saint Nicholas. Wee Wis- 
dom is sent to Marion Fitzpatrick’s home, Little Folks is sent to Mary 
MacGillivray’s, and Saint Nicholas is sent to mine. Then when we have 
a club meeting we read them. Don’t you think this is a good plan? I am 
fourteen years old and am in the eighth grade of the Ellis School. I will 
graduate in June and then, beginning next September, I will start in high 
school, which is a four-years’ course. Cambridge is a very historic place, 
and all the surrounding cities are also. There is one house at the head of 
this street that was used as a hospital for the wounded soldiers when they 
were returning from the battle of Lexington and Concord, April 19, 1775. 
People live in this house now, and it seems to be very small compared with 
the modern houses. During the recent war, barracks were built in Cam- 
bridge Common and it was made into a radio station and the “radio boys” 
had their meals in Memorial Hall. The barracks have been- removed 
since the close of the war and the high fences, which surrounded it, have been 
taken down. The Common is in its former condition with the exception of 
one tree, which had to be uprooted to make room for the barracks. Har- 
vard College is in Cambridge. It is the oldest and one of the best colléges 
in the United States. The Sargent School, Radcliff College and Massa- 
chusetts Institute of Technology are some of the other schools here. Wash- 
ington had his home in Cambridge for a time, and three great poets did also. 
Don’t you think we have reasons to be proud of this city? People often 
speak of the cold New England winters, but I wouldn’t exchange them for 
the winters of the west or south. In the winter there is sleighing, coasting, 
skating, tobogganing and many other sports, and then in the summer there 
is swimming, hikes, picnics, long tramps in the woods and all other sports 
common to hot weather. In the winter it couldn’t be colder, and in the 
summer it couldn’t be warmer. So you see, Wee Wisdom, we have a little 
of each kind of weather. I think I prefer this to having the same kind of 
weather all the year around. Will some of the boys and girls of the 
Booster Club please write to me? My address is 79 Pemberton Street, 
Cambridge, Mass. Your friend from the Bay state. 
L. O’Connell. 
Fairmont, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending twenty-five cents for a Booster 
pin; I want to become a Booster and belong to the club. I have been 
taking Wee Wisdom for three years. I am nine years old, and am in the 
fifth grade. I am sending twenty-five cents for ““Love’s Roses.” I just love 
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Wee Wisdom, and I read each one over and over. I know some of our 
Magic Pillow verses on the back of Wee Wisdom. When the first of 
every month comes I keep thinking of that dear little Wee Wisdom. I 
don’t know what I would do without it. Your loving reader, 

Georgiana Adams. 

It makes us happy to know how you love Wee Wisdom, and we 
are glad to welcome you as a member of the Booster Club. You will 
oe your Booster pin a faithful help in remembering the object of the 
club. 


Cadiz, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you my story, “Rain Drops,” and 


a poem, “Robin Redbreast.” I hope that they are good enough to pub- 
lish. If not, I would like to try again, as I am only ten years old. Yours 
in Truth, Mable Thompson. 


We are publishing the poem this month, but will keep the story 
for August Wee Wisdom. 


ROBIN REDBREAST 
MABLE VIRGINIA THOMPSON (Age 10) 
Robin, Robin Redbreast, 
Singing in a tree, 
Robin, Robin, sing a song, 
Sing a song for me. 


Robin, Robin Redbreast, 
Why do you fly? 

Flying, gaily flying, 
Flying toward the sky. 


Robin, Robin Redbreast, 
Here’s some food for you. 
Robin I'll not hurt you, 
Robin, Robin, true. 
Loomis, Neb. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lIt has been quite a long time since I wrote you 
last. Prince March has done the sweeping, Princess April did the scrub- 
bing, and May has decorated and called the song birds. We have so 
many beautiful song birds in our orchard: The robin, lark, brown thrasher, 
goldfinch, orchard oriole, canary, catbird and the yellow martin and others. 
We have also been so happy in having a pair of mocking birds visit us for 
three years. They certainly can sing beautifully. They mock all other 
birds, and can warble and trill, too. They are very restless birds and can- 
not sit still long, they seem to be so happy. The thrashers, or northern 
mocking birds as sometimes called, as soon as they decide where to make 
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their home, sit an- the highest limb they can find, and sing just as though 
they were bursting with praise. A loving Wee, | Irene T horell. 

We are glad to hear all about your feathered friends, Irene, and 
we know how much more joy they give you because you are able to call 
them all by name; they are more than just birds to you. You are going 
to be very happy, because even the months are living beings to you. 
Your letter was crowded out, last month, but we are glad to give it a 


place in Wee Wisdom now. 
Newark, N. J. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a girl eleven years old, and I have had 
Wee Wisdom for over a year. I should like very much to join the Booster 
Club. I am interested in Wee Wisdom and like it very much. I especially 
like the story, “The Little Gray House.” Will you write and tell me what 
to do to join the Booster Club? I should like some of the Boosters to write 
tome. My address is 830 Parker Street. Your loving reader, 

Doris Pape. 


All you have to do, Doris, to join the Booster Club, is to write 
stating that you would like to become a member. We gladly welcome 
you as one of us, and we know that you will make a real live booster, . 
and will scatter lots and lots of sunshine. 

Valmeyer, Il. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—For twenty-five years you have been my com- 
panion,—ever since I was a girl. Now my children are friends with you, 
too, and we all have gained much good from you. Have you any friends 
who have read your pages longer than I? Yours truly, 

Mrs. Theo Schellhardt. 


Wee Wisdom is delighted to hear from her old-time Wees, many 
of whom, like Mrs. Schellhardt, have now homes and Wees of their 
own, to visit. Wee Wisdom started out on her visiting tour in 1893. 
Some of her readers have been with her since the beginning, and she 
is proud to see that some of her first Wee contributors are now classed 
among the eminent artists, poets, and writers of today. She is expect- 
ing much from her present contributors. But most of all, she is trusting 
her loyal army of Boosters to make the world a place of sunshine and 


joy by their spreading of this beautiful Gospel of Truth. 


Fresno, Cal. 

My Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love to read Wee Wisdom. I like to 
look at the Puzzle Page. One night I felt as though I could kiss and hug 
every one that I saw. My little brother likes Wee Wisdom, too, and we 
both wish to become members of the club. I inclose fifty cents for Booster 
pins. I love to go to school. There are two little girls that go to school, 
and I go with them nearly all the time. Their names are Annabell Drenth 
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* and Viola Pearson. I would be pleased to have some of the Boosters 
write to me. I send my love to every one. Yours, 
; Helen L. Bordow. 
We are glad to welcome you and your brother to our midst, 
Helen. When you write again, let us know your brother’s name, or 
better still, ask him to write us a line. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Royal—This is my first try at a story and I don’t know any 
rules. My birthday was the twenty-first of April, so I am just past eleven. 


Maurine Williams. 


LOVE WILL FIND A WAY 
MAuvRINE WILLIAMS (Age 11) 

This is a story about three little friends who live away out in sunny 
California. Their names are Mary, Julia and Louise. Louise and Julia’s 
fathers were partners and the girls had traveled around the world together; 
when they came to California they made friends with Mary. 

One day Julia and Louise quarreled and said they would never make 
up. Poor Mary didn’t know what to do, for she loved them both, and 
when she played with one girl the other one was offended. 

Mary knew and loved Wee Wisdom and always read her papers 
when she was in trouble. She tried to know there could bé no lack of 
love; and that in some way her little friends would be brought together 
again. 

One day she took her Wee Wisdom to school, and at recess she was 
reading a Peter Pan story to Julia when Louise drew near to listen, too. 
Thoughts of love crept into the girls’ hearts; they couldn’t be cold to each 
other, and so they became friends again. They were happier than ever 


before, because love was in their hearts, and Mary was so happy because 
love had found a way. 


North Battleford, Sask. 

Dear Boosters—How are you getting along these days? I hope you 
have not been sick like I was a few days ago, but I am getting along 
splendidly now, because I am using a little prayer you sent me, and it has 
cured me. Some kittens were under our house but we could not get them. 
Then yesterday we heard them scratching at the tin in the register and | 
took the tin away and got them out, and there were three of them. Say, 
do any of you Boosters collect stamps? If you do, let me know; maybe 
we can trade or sell each other stamps. Yours truly, 


James E. Evans. 


Yakima, Wash. 
Dear Wees—I would like to be a Booster. I ’most think I am one 
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already, for I take so much interest in the -book, and I don’t know how 
many times I have read it over. I think the story of “A Little Indian Boy” 
is very interesting. I am quite sure that most of the Wees would like to go 
to an Indian dance. We Boosters must work hard and keep the big sun 
spreading happiness over the world. My address is, Route 8, Box 48, 
Yakima, Wash. I hope you will write to me. Much love, 

Edith Lee. 


Jersey City, N. J. 
Dear W ees—This is the first time I have ever written to you, though 
I have been taking Wee Wisdom for eight years. Every Sunday morning 
at half past eight, I go to Unity Sunday School in the Astor Hotel in New 
York city. It starts at fifteen minutes to ten. Last October Mr. Richard 
Lynch came to New York, and has given lectures on Truth on Wednes-. 
day evenings and on Sundays. Mother used to go. In the beginning few 
people went to hear him, but he is so wonderful that pretty soon the number 
grew very large. Now they have a Good Words Club, Teachers’ Train- 
ing Class, and a Sunday School. The second of May Mr. Lynch left 
us, and now we have different speakers but we expect him to come back in 
the fall. I have made many successful demonstrations and I am working 
on one now. I have a swollen ankle and I know that God will heal it. I 

am writing this letter in bed. Your loving friend, Ruth Sulz. 


LITTLE FRED 


When little Fred 
Was called to bed, 
He always acted right; 
He kissed Mama, 
And then Papa, 
And wished them all good-night. 


He made no noise, 
Like naughty boys, 
But gently up the stairs 
Directly went, 
When he was sent, 
And always said his prayers. 
—Selected. 


RULES OF BEHAVIOR 
Hearts, like doors, will ope with ease 
To very, very little keys, 

And don’t forget that two of these 
Are “I thank you” and “If you please.” 
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Lesson 4, JuLy 25, 1920. 
DAVID SUCCEEDS SAUL AS KING.—II Samuel 2:1-7; 5:1-5. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Trust in Jehovah with all thine heart, and lean not 
upon thine own understanding.—Prov. 3:5. 


We learned some time ago that David had been chosen to succeed 
Saul as king, and our lesson today tells us that Saul is dead and that David 
is to be anointed king in his stead. David loved the Lord and wanted al- 
ways to do just what the wisdom of the Father directed, so now he in- 
quired of the Lord if he should go into any of the cities of Judah, and he 
was told to go to Hebron. The marriage laws in that time and country 
were very different from our present laws, and we find that David had two 
wives, whom he took with him to Hebron. They had shared all his trials 
and hardships, and now they were to go with him and share his glory. 
The people of Hebron anointed David and proclaimed him king. David 
had always been very kind and loyal to Saul, and he now came to the place 
where he was to reap as he had sown. God treats us just as we treat our 
fellow men, and David's loyalty and faithfulness to Saul as his sovereign 
now brought him the same service from his followers. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How did David obtain God’s guidance in going to Hebron? By 
asking for it. 

Why is it that we are not always conscious of God’s guidance? Be- 
causé we do not always seek it, but often trust to our own understanding. 

How was David rewarded for his loving generosity to Saul? He 
won the love and respect of Saul’s followers, who came to be his own. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Love is the fulfilling of 
the law. 
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Lesson 5, Aucust 1, 1920. 
DAVID BRINGS THE ARK TO JERUSALEM.—II Samuel 
6:11-19; Psalm 24:7-10. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, And into his 
courts with praise—Psalm 100:4. 

The ark of the Lord was a symbol of his presence, and wherever it 
was, it brought a great blessing. It had been in the house of a certain man 
called O-bed-e-dom for three months, when David went for it and brought 
it to his people, in the “City of David.” He did this that his people might 
also share in the blessings it brought. The people were very glad and 
happy to have the ark in their midst, and they made merry over it. There 
was the sound of shouting and of trumpets, and David danced before 
the Lord to show his great joy. Then he gave to all the people bread and 
meat and wine, and blessed them in the name of the Lord, and they went 
to their homes. Their joy must have been much the same as our joy today 
when we feel in our hearts the peace and love and good fellowship which 
symbolize the presence of God. We all have this “ark of the Lord” in our 
hearts, and we must learn always to treat it with due reverence, that we 
may receive the blessings which it bestows. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Describe in your own words the ark of the Lord, and tell some of the 
blessings it brings. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—!/ give thanks to God for 
his loving presence with me always. 


Lesson 6, Aucust 8, 1920. 
THE KINGLY KINDNESS OF DAVID.—II Samuel 8:15; 9:1-13. 


GoLDEN TEXT—David executed justice and righteousness unto all his 
people.—II Samuel 8:15. 

Now that David was ruling in Israel, he began to think of his dearest 
friend, Jonathan, and he wondered whether any of Jonathan’s relatives 
were left, that he might show them some kindness. He learned that 
Jonathan had a son, who was lame in both feet, and in very poor circum- 
stances. He sent for the son of his old friend at once, and when he found 
him he greatly rejoiced, and said to him, “Do not be afraid, for I have 
sent for you to show you kindness for the sake of my old friend, your 
father.” This unexpected kindness on the part of the king was a great sur- 
pise to the young-man, and he told David he feared that he was unworthy of 
it. David reassured him, and told him that he should have restored to him 
all the land of his father. How the man must have loved and blessed 
David for this great justice! David also had a place prepared at his own 
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table for Jonathan’s son, and he made him very welcome there. All this 
proved what a wonderful man David really was, and that even though 
he had a high position, he still thought of the needs and comforts of others, 
and was kind and considerate of them. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


What is one of the lessons for us in this act of David's? That as 
God shows us his kindness, we must not forget those who are less fortunate 
than ourselves. 

Do we ever have this experience of Jonathan’s son? Yes. The 
King of Kings is constantly seeking us and offering us good gifts and a seat 
at his own table. 

How may we find him? Through right thoughts, kind acts and true 
words. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ am villing to share 
God’s blessings with my friends. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 15, 1920. 
THE SINS AND SORROWS OF DAVID.—II Samuel 12:9, 10; 
18:1-15. 


GoLDEN TExT—Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap. 
—Gal. 6:7. 


David's life was not altogether a happy one, and though he was a 
kind, good man, he was not always wise enough to follow his God in all 
things. Now he has sinned, and great sorrow has come upon him. Ab- 
salom, his dearly loved child, had taken up arms against him, and now the 
father’s soldiers are going forth to battle with the son. He asked his men 
to deal kindly with Absalom for his sake. It was a terrible battle, and 
twenty thousand men were slain. When Absalom was riding upon a mule, 
through a deep forest, he was caught by the low-hanging branches of an 
oak tree, and lifted from his seat. A certain soldier of David's saw this; 
remembering David's instructions, he did not harm Absalom; but he told 
one of his companions what he had seen. This man, Joab, was not as 
loyal to David as the first man was, and he went to the place where Ab- 
salom was in the tree, and slew him. Absalom had done Joab a great in- 
justice earlier in the day, so he received no mercy from Joab now. All this 
sorrow and misery came upon David because he had sinned, and so do 
sorrows and suffering come to us because we do not always remember the 
law of obedience. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Is God a stern angry judge who punishes us for our sins? No. God 
is Law and Love. If we keep the Law we are not punished, but if we 
break it, then we punish ourselves. 
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If we sow good thoughts and kind deeds, what do we reap? We reap 
also good thoughts and kind deeds from others. 
What is the only remedy for all disobedience? Repentance. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—lInfinite Love in my heart 
makes me the willing and obedient child of God. 


‘Now that summer has come, we all enjoy lying in the shade and 
looking over the current magazines. Our puzzle page this month is a 
literary one. In the first puzzle are represented ten of the current 
magazines. How many can you name? 


1. What a jackknife is to a boy. 

2. Where we like to be in the summer. 

3. What a husband is to a wife. 

4. What we are all proud to be. 

5. One of the things we cannot do according to appearances. 

6. A necessity in every workbasket, and another name for a 
small boat. 

7. Meaning oneness. 

8. What every man expects of his wife. 

9. What we all were at one time. 

10. Magazines of many colors. 


CAN YOU READ THIS? 
Inthegoldenchainoffriendshipregardmeasalink. 


SOLUTION TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLE 
There is no special solution to the letter puzzle in last month’s 
number. Many words could be made from the letters, such as, boy, 
man, many, said, etc. Sentences such as, I saw a boy. Was May in 
Maine? etc. 
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STUBBY 


]E HAVE been having an amusing time of it at Friendly 
Maples, lately. A very nice family have bought the place 


across the lane. One of the most interesting members of 
Sk the family is “Stubby.” I first met him in a rather uncon- 


vential way. 

Our Dennis has been taught that the railroad right of 
way is forbidden ground. Yet, upon looking up from my work one 
meek I saw a short red tail wagging among the weeds near the 
track. 

“*Here you, Dennis!” I called sharply, ‘““Come home this minute!” 

I expected to see a red streak bound toward me as usual, but 
instead a perky little head appeared out of the weeds about a foot and 
a half from the tail. Such a queer little head it was, with one ear 
starched stiff, and the other all wilted down. I laughed aloud, but 
the dog never moved. He stood gazing quizzically at me, as though 
he would say, “How exceedingly ignorant! What can you be 
laughing at? Anyway, I think the laugh is on you.” 

And because the laugh really was on me, and because it appeared 
‘that I had been rude, I stopped laughing and inquired very soberly, 

“Sure an’ you'll pardon me, I hope, for it’s thinkin’ I was that 
ye were me own Dennis; for it’s Irish the both of ye are. Might I 
inquire your name?” 

Just then his little mistress, attracted by my laughter, came across 
the way, and | was properly introduced to “Stubby.” 

He is a nice, polite, little dog, not so boisterous as Dennis. They 
are already excellent friends, and I tryst Stubby will exert a good in- 
fluence over Dennis, who is still quite young. 

They are both Irish terriers, and except for Stubby’s starched ear, 
are enough alike to be brothers. 

Almost daily I mistake one for the other, and our neighbors do 
the same. It amuses us, but our ignorance seems to bore the dogs; 
neither of them ever answers the wrong call or whistle. 
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Stubby’s little mistress and I have exchanged credentials, as it 
were. She has told me of the prize taken by Stubby’s illustrious 
father, and I in turn have spoken of the paternal parent of Dennis, 
whose name is Sir Erin, and who came from across the water. 

Meantime, the dogs race about, quite as ordinary pups do. They 
dig for gophers, or chase one another in the warm July sun. Then 

ey come, panting, to rest in the cool shade by the well house, as 
happy and contented as dogs could ever be. 


HOW THE LITTLE KITE LEARNED TO FLY 


“T never can do it,” the little kite said, 

As he looked at the others high over his head; 
“I know I should fail if I tried to fly.” 
“Try,” said the big kite; “only try! 

Or I fear you never will learn at all.” 


But the little kite said, “I’m afraid I'll fall.” 


The big kite nodded: ““Ah well, good-by ; 

I’m off;” and he rose toward the tranquil sky. 
Then the little kite’s paper stirred at the sight, 
And, trembling, he shook himself free for flight. 
First whirling and frightened, then braver grown, 
Up, up he rose through the air alone, 

Till the big kite, looking down, could see 

The little one rising steadily. 


Then how the little kite thrilled with pride, 
As he sailed with the big kite side by side! 
While far below he could see the ground, 
And the boys like small spots moving round. 
They rested high in the quiet air, 
And only the birds and the clouds were there. 
“Oh, how happy I am!”’ the little kite cried, 
“‘And all because I was brave, and tried.” 
—Selected. 


BED TIME 
When the golden day is done, 
Through the closing portal, 
Child and garden, flower and sun, 
Vanish all things mortal. 
—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Waving on high, 


This is July. 
The red, white and blue 
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